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Tatter-cloaked 
Joy  keeps  court  in  castle  halls. 
And  summons  guests  with  trumpet  calls 
To  come  in  tales  and  tophats  all  — 
Filling  day  with  morning. 
But  joy  has  an  answer,  swift  as  steel 
To  the  bone  of  the  herald's  achilles'  heel. 
Filling  day  with  mourning. 
I  know  no  pain,  no  pain,  no  scars, 
From  flesh-ripped  torture  cars. 
I  know  no  guilt,  no  guilt,  no  grabs. 
From  triggers  pulling  murder  stabs. 
I  know  no  death,  no  death,  no  end 
to  blood-wounds  I  pretend. 
But  I  know  bees  that  me  surround 
In  yellow  harping  heat,  death-bound 
To  follow-buzz  to  pining  ground. 
All  mad,  all  mad,  all  drowned. 
And  I  know  scratched  corneal  stripes 
From  seeing  far,  too  long,  too  ripe, 
And  watching  that  I  love  be  wiped 
With  burlap  cloth,  with  steel-wool  pipe. 
And  I  know  water  in  the  heart 
To  wash  with  thickless  clear  the  part 
Where  courage,  thinless,  had  its  start. 
Before  sweet-silver  tarnished  tart. 
I  know  this  household's  endless  ills 
Must  someday  die,  and  someway  will; 
Yet  battered  hat,  coat  tattered,  still 
Stand  emblematic  (basement,  attic. 
Between  which  dwell  the  stocking-static. 
Staring  blank  ahead,  mathematic). 
For  he  of  ancient  days  walked  well. 
Yet  wept  to  see  death,  hear  death-bell. 
And  wore  a  weary  bargain-seller 
Die-cast  robe  of  one  sad  color  faded 
Red.  Me  waded  out  to  sea,  full  floating. 
Slept  beneath  the  black-whipped  boating  terror. 
Waking  angry  power,  coating 
Friends  in  fear  of  fear,  of  doubt  and  dread. 
I  am  one,  my  boat  is  whelmed. 
He  sleeps  sometimes,  while  I,  unhelmed. 
Stand  quaking,  fearing  both  the  waking 
And  the  waving  water.  Though  he  chide  me  dead 
Or  rend  me  like  a  curtained  garment,  me  unmaking. 
Tatter-cloaked  I  stand,  bread-breaking. 

-Bryan  Poliuka 

1st  Place 
Quad  Creative  Writing  Contest 


1st  Place 
Quad  Art  Contest 


I. 

The  thunders  of  the  sky 

Melt  into  the  thunder  of  the  surf 

As  the  waves  crush  and  grind  the  sand; 

The  gulls'  forlorn  cries 

Remind  that  sailors'  souls  find  rebirth 

In  these  ghosting  birds  of  sea  and  land. 

The  screams  of  innocents. 

Who  disappeared  beneath  the  waves. 

Whistle  up  through  the  piers. 

They  were  living  sacraments. 

Offered  to  that  which  man  craves 

To  conquer  —  time,  space,  his  fears. 

II. 
The  storm  moves  into  the  bay; 
Lightning  stalks  the  shore. 
While  in  jagged  bursts  it  punishes  the  waves. 
Small  boats  scurry  home  to  port  like  prey 
Escaping.  The  terns  disappear  wind  borne. 
But  the  gulls  ride  it  out  on  the  waves. 
Heavy  hangs  the  salt  air. 
As  a  solid  wall  of  rain  crosses  the  water 
To  finally  beat  the  crests  into  submission. 
Thunder  is  the  sound  of  the  snare 
Closing,  as  Zeus  captures  Poseidon's  daughter. 
Filling  her  with  new  life,  in  cosmic  procreation. 

III. 
In  the  early  morning,  the  shore 
Is  covered  with  green  seaweed,  shells. 
And  fish  with  empty  socket  eyes. 
All  washed  up  the  night  before 
By  the  storm.  Their  lonly  death  knell 
Is  moaned  by  the  buoy  marker's  cry. 
Sounds  are  crisp  in  the  morning  air. 
And  the  sky  is  purged  of  turbulence. 
The  waves,  heedless  of  higher  change,  file  in,  one  by  one; 
They  jostle  the  capturing  stare 
Of  the  fishes  and  soothe  the  contenence 
Of  the  troubled  shore.  The  storm  is  done. 

—Daniel  Kennon  Slone 
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Amaranth 

Everything  there  is,  lingers  not,  passes  on 
After  the  death  knell  of  dark  eternity. 
The  wide  river  waters  flow  aimlessly 
Enveloped  by  ocean.  Galactic  stars  spawn 
Light  only  to  fade.  The  mountain  mosaic 
Is  all  too  soon  swamp  in  the  eons  of  time. 
And  man,  who  lives  as  if  in  pantomime 
To  some  secret  sage's  rambling  referee. 
Always  mindful  of  the  eternal  chime. 
Is  found  fastened  safely  and  securely. 
As  if  it  is  his  dreadful  destiny. 
To  the  never  ending,  heavy  hope  sublime 
That  in  leaving  behind  a  prodigy 
Mankind  can  reach  immortality. 

—Dyan  Clements 


The  Land 

Weary,  forgotten,  the  land  lies 

Broken,  bold  and  open. 

Bearing  heavy  scratches. 

As  if  some  monstrous  cat  had  marked  it's  passing. 

Maliciously,  a  sullen  stream 

Licks  scorched,  sandpaper  earth. 

Greedy  roots 

Thrust  deep. 

Scarred,  woody,  skeletal  fingers 

Reach 

To  capture  it's  slinking  essence. 

Mountains 

Prey  upon  the  boundaries. 

Their  shadows 

Hunting  down  day's  steel  shine  brightness. 

Cinderous,  choking  air 

Hurries  over  sparse  space. 

Smothering  heat 

And  dreary  dust 

Vainly 

Blanket 

This  souless  sphere. 

—Dyan  Clements 


Ladies  of  the  Knight 

One  frozen  Infested  Friday 

Jamie  and  me  became  tight  friends 

Watching  dealers  from  our  windows 

At  Rushton  Park  collecting  stipends 

She  begged  me  over  for  a  beer 

And  I  did  think  it  a  bit  queer 

But  she  really  did  sound  sincere 

Promising  me  I'd  be  an  amir 

In  number  ninteen  on  the  floor 

And  stretched  across  a  queen-size  bed 

Layed  ladies  in  costumes  of  fortunes 

With  golden  crowns  upon  their  heads 

I'd  fallen  into  a  fascinating  sight 

The  love  nest  of  the  ladies  of  the  knight 

Bright  pink  lights  around  the  mirrors 

Where  the  ladies  studied  their  paint 

Trying  to  look  like  their  heroes 

Jamie  declared  norma  Jean  their  saint 

They  glued  on  false  Revlon  lashes 

And  shaved  off  day-old  mustaches 

Garland's  voice  came  from  the  stereo 

Jamie  fantasized  about  Frisco 

She'd  spent  the  nights  on  Castro  Street 

And  worked  the  tunnels  at  lands  end 

In  the  morning  when  the  numbers 

Looked  for  substitutes  who'd  pretend 

They  would  be  dressed  up  just  like  dynamite 

Like  Jamie  and  the  ladies  of  the  knight 
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We  loaded  up  in  a  beat-up  van 

Drove  down  a  one-way  street  to  Belle's 

Where  Jamie,  Jackie,  and  Candy 

Charmed  their  high-priced  clientele 

Later  at  the  Cadillac  Cafe 

A  punk  band  sung  a  serenade 

To  a  man  dressed  in  masquerade 

Acting  in  a  harlequinade 

At  midnight  the  ladies  had  to  run 

To  catch  the  Rocky  Horror  Show 

But  I  told  the  ladies  a  lie 

About  having  somewhere  else  to  go 

There  I  bid  the  lovely  ladies  goodnight 

And  kissed  the  hands  of  the  ladies  of  the  knight 

Walking  down  a  gravel  backstreet 

I  came  across  a  cocky  gamin 

Who  pulled  out  a  switchblade  knife 

And  cut  me  across  my  chin 

I  ran  up  the  tracks  and  hid 

The  boy  followed  my  blood  stains 

I  knelled  in  the  cover  of  the  shadows 

Waiting  for  the  late  night  trains 

He  finally  gave  up  his  hunt 

I  ran  all  the  way  back  home 

I  sat  out  on  my  fire  escape 

And  faced  myself  all  alone 

I  watched  a  shooting  star  pass  in  the  night 

And  wished  on  the  ladies  of  the  knight 

—Don  Dockery 
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Knight  of  Two  Swords 

My  charger  listens  carefully  to  the  breeze, 

1  ride  through  this  dark  forest, 

I  ride  to  fight  the  Red  Knight  of  the  Bridge  Castle. 

The  curse  of  the  sword;  in  goodness  it  was  drawn, 
with  it  1  killed  the  Lady  of  the  Lake. 

As  a  blindman's  chesspiece,  1  move  with  no  will 
of  my  own,  and  move  without  purpose. 

The  wind  of  prophesy  becomes  a  gale 

all  too  quickly,  and  we  are  blown  till  we 

are  stripped  of  our  bodies,  our  spirits  then 

move  with  no  more  purpose  than  a  log  on  the  ocean. 

To  live,  to  die, 

to  pass  away  an  eternity  in  silence. 

Or  lieing  in  a  field  of  grass. 

But  the  battle  is  ahead,  the  court  is  behind, 

and  1  am  crushed  between  them  like  a  foot  soldier. 

—Don  Sanders 
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A  Bus  Ride  Through  Chilton  County 

An  afternoon  flush- 

a  spreading  rash  on  the  horizon 

is  reflected  as  ruby  light 

off  the  windows 

of  the  Dinner  Bell  Cafe. 

Inside  my  pocket 

Three  dollar  bills  crouch 

like  wanted  men. 

1  am  hungry  and  soon 

1  may  hunt  them  down 

with  bloodhound  fingers 

and  trade 

three  outlaws,  as  one  would  slaves, 

to  a  cold,  gray 

national  Cash  Register 

in  Montgomery, 

for  supper. 

Quiet! 

You  can  hear  them! 

Laughing,  at  my  thoughts 

and  asking 

with  shifting  eyes 

if  there  is  value 

beyond  my  pocket. 

—Guy  Cunningham 


Tumbleweeds  of  snow 

Can  you? 

Imagine  Camus  running 

in  snow. 

Stretched  out  sweating 

on  the  ice- 

y  sidewalk.  While 

existential 

Frenchmen  run  on 

a  beach 

Tumbling  in  the  sand. 

—  Quy  Cunningham 
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Carla 

She  deals  in  fishnet  hose. 

Sells  leather  goods  on  the  side. 

She  travels  alone. 

Silver  gun  gleaming  in  the  darkness  of  her  purse. 

She  radiates  cold,  no-one  speaks  to  her. 

She  knows  who  she  is. 

She  knows  she's  the  master  —  the  boss. 

Once,  upon  a  hill  shining  with  sunlight 

She  rode  a  horse  and  laughed  against  the  wind. 

She  braided  wild  flowers  in  her  hair... 

All  for  the  month  of  May. 

Her  eyes  were  soft,  a  gentle  warming  hue  of  blue. 

And  she  laughed  and  danced 

And  rode  carelessly  on  her  horse. 

But  now,  straight-lipped,  eyes  frozen  in  ice. 

She  walks  in  the  city  through  the  grey  of  winter. 

She's  great  with  the  whip,  she's  the  master  now  —  the  boss. 

And  she  deals  in  fishnet  hose 

And  sells  leather  on  the  side. 

—RikyZayas 
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neon  moon 

in 

suburban  sky 

flashes  a  sign 

tliat  points  liomeward 

familiar  logo  I  once 
turned  from 
to  try  my  feet  on 
some  newer  ground 

precious  highway 
i  pulse  through  you 
your  veins  will  lead 
me  home 

I  am  different 
changed  forever 
see  the  warmth 
within  the  light 

Journey  is  a 
sure  connection 
past  to  present 
flesh  to  heart 

roadways  lead 

foreverhomeward 

and 

we  all  do 

come  home 

—Karen  Ray 
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Institution  Grey 

The  halls  bulge  with  pain 

The  light  is  tainted,  filtered  through  some  mesmeric  cloud 

The  walls  talk  and  their  laughter  either  lies  or  hangs  taunting 

Institution  grey  covers  my  floor 

1  don't  want  to  see  it  anymore 

The  doors  are  locked 

Wherever  1  want  to  use  them 

I've  slipped  through  the  windows  sometimes 

It  really  confused  them 

But  then  I'm  so  small 

1  hardly  exist  at  all 

Everyday  there's  the  regimen 
Meals,  and  then  in  and  out  and  in  again 
the  fences  really  are  to  keep  us  in 
(though  they  say  otherwise) 

The  halls  bulge  with  pain 
Institution  grey  covers  my  floor 
1  don't  want  to  feel  it  anymore 
But  then  I'm  so  small 
Soon  1  won't  exist  at  all 

—Karen  Ray 
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-Mimi  Whitt 
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Gunfighter 

Like  a  target  you  leap  from  the  dust, 

the  steel  at  your  hip  swinging 

as  if  alive  into  your  hand, 

there  to  twirl  in  your  tense  finger  and  light 

the  afternoon  with  powder  and  fire, 

cough  lead  from  a  panic-black  mouth. 

You  ride  horses  to  a  foaming  death, 

spur  them  through  stones  until  their  hooves 

crack;  they  lurch  forward  in  a  tangle  of  broken  knees, 

struggle  until  your  bullets  blaze  hot  mercy. 

The  whip-thin  boy  rising  on  his  first  whiskey 

clutches  for  the  blue-satin  woman 

who  floats,  doll-faced,  two  steps  behind  you; 

your  metal  smiles  and  Skinny  falls, 

a  sky-colored  sash  in  one  hand, 

four  aces  in  the  other. 

Years  from  now,  with  a  rust-throated  gun, 

you  will  test  a  trigger  that  clicks  and  clicks 

in  a  silence  deeper  than  ghosts; 

years  from  now,  you  will 

be  shooting  your  way  out  of  an  empty  room. 

—Mary  Anne  Ellis 
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The  Stonefish 

It  is  the  ugliest  life 
in  the  ocean.  Scabbed 

football,  encyclopedia 
of  camouflage, 

dorsal-spined 

with  poison  and  pain, 

each  stab  is  Inquisition 
and  not  even  morphine 
can  color  the  black  dreams 
in  those  hours  of  death  or  life. 

Stonefish,  go 

and  step  on  a  stonefish. 

Sink  writhing 

among  the  moray's  coral. 

never  swim  alive 
to  this  shore  again. 

—Mary  Anne  Ellis 


Escape  From  Writer's  Block— 
I  Seek  The  Piano 


Among  the  notes  of  sulphurous  percussion 

my  fingers  toccata  and  gavotte 

in  the  key  of  sensual  celebration; 

freed  into  the  realm  of  six 

hundred-thousand  possibilities 

1  praise  chords  and  contrasts 

of  black  on  white. 

glorify  the  number  eighty-eight! 

and  honor  words  beyond  all  music 

with  music  beyond  all  words. 

—Mary  Anne  Ellis 


25 
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-Mary  McCord 
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